KASHGARIA
Then Peter went off and had a bathe in public in one of
those deep greenish ponds which serve all oases as reservoirs.
Afterwards we spent an hour sitting on a rug beneath shady
branches in an orchard, eating figs with sour milk, while a
string orchestra played native airs in a gallery overhead.
I only needed a khalat to fancy myself the central figure in a
Persian miniature.
Disasters.
It was the ssnd of July, a month since we left Gherchen.
Now we were only two days from Kashgar and we sent a
messenger on ahead to give warning of our coming.
The green-and-white leaves of the little poplars on the side
of the road were trembling against the deep blue background
of the sky. I was ambling along, feeling happy. The donkeys
had gone on before us and now, a little further along, not
far on the other side of an irrigation channel, we overtook
them. They had stopped, but at the time we had no suspicion
that anything was wrong. Then we left the main road and
took a short cut across some huge stretches of irrigated
pasture land, the browsing cattle staring at us as we went
by. My horse kept close on the heels of the mounted soldier
who was acting as escort to us. Grossing a river, the soldier's
horse stumbled, but recovered himself and got over. But
before I had time to understand what was happening, my
horse stuck, and, terrified, turned over on his side; and I
was up to the waist in the river. However, with Nyaz's help
I succeeded in dragging my horse out, swearing all the time
at our incompetent guide and abusing him—in Russian, for
lack of Turki words. My notebooks, passport, films and
Leica were streaming with water. So was my sleeping-bag.
Peter made the soldier come back and lend me his saddle,
for, thinking my horse was in danger, the idiot had rushed
off to get help from some shepherds.
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